ARRIBA ESPANA!                      277

It was twilight when we stopped to slake our thirst at
Valladolid. When we came out of the cafe the grand
old square was packed twenty and thirty deep by people
listening to a speech over the wireless by the Generalis-
simo. Was this crowd being coerced? Was its interest
feigned? I do not think any sane person who saw what I
saw could have doubted that Franco's movement was
rooted deeply in the hearts of the people.

The day following my arrival in Salamanca, a parade
was held at which the Italian Ambassador presented his
credentials to General Franco. Crowds surged in the
magnificent Plaza Mayor. One saw the Moorish cavalry
in their white robes of ceremony, riding splendidly
caparisoned stallions, young Requetes with their red
berets, recruits with the yoke and arrows of the Phalanx
embroidered on their sleeves, magnificent old men in
flowing mantles: it was a scene of pageantry straight
from the story of Leon and Castile. All Spain is steeped
in tradition: now its history lives again.

My first sight of General Franco was at this reception,
and although I did not speak to him then, I was able to
observe him closely. He is only 44, and looks young for
his age. Cares sit lightly on him. He has the reputation
of never being worried. Most Spaniards have an extra-
ordinarily graceful and dignified carriage, and Franco is
no exception. His feet and hands are small, and his body
active, though thick-set and deep-chested: his brown eyes
are mobile and expressive. It was strange to think that
this man had served so long in the Foreign Legion, and
won such a reputation amongst his comrades there. There
seemed nothing "tough" about him, yet he had been
wounded In the desert, twice decorated for gallantry, and
was the youngest General in the Spanish Army. In the
scarred and one-armed Millan <TAstray or in the hard-
bitten Queipo de Llano one could see the heroes of Beau